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Sur comes, benign enchantress, heav'n-born Peace! 
With mercy beaming in her radiant eye ; 

She bids the horrid din of battle cease , 

And at her glance the ſavage paſſions die. 

* Tis Nature's festival, let earth rejoice, 

Vanquish'd and conqueror pour exulting ſongs ; 


In diſtant regions with according voice, 
Let Man the vict'ry bleſs, its prize to Man belongs! 
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Reg1sTLEss Freedom I when ſhe nerves the arm 

No vulgar triumph crowns the Hero's might ; 
She, She alone can ſpread a moral charm - 

O'er war's fell deeds, and ſanctify the fight. 

Oh Gallia ! in this bright immortal hour, 

How proud a trophy binds thy laurell'd brow r 
Republic, hail ! whoſe. independantipower 

All earth conteſted once, all earth confeſſes now:! 
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PROTECTING ſpirits of the glorious dead 


Ah ! not in vain the Hero's noble toil, 
Ah! not in vain the Patriot's blood is ſhed, 
That blood ſhall consecrate his native ſoil. 


Illustrious Names l to hiſtory's, record, dear, 
And breath'd, when ſome high impulſe fires the bard ; 


For you ſhall virtue pour the glowing tear, 


And your remember'd deeds ſhall {till your country guard. 


LOIN 


AND thou lov'd Britain, my parental Iſle ! 
Secure, encircled by thy ſubje& waves, 
Thou land auguſt ! where Freedom rear'd her pile, 


While gothic night obſcur'd a world of ſaves: 
Thy Genius, that indignant heard the ſhock - 

Of frantic combat, ſtrife unmeet for thee, 
Now, views triumphant from his sea-girt rock. 


Thee unſubdued alone, for thou alone wert free ! 


Ou, happy thy miſguided efforts fail'd, 
My Country! when with tyrant-hoſts combin'd ; 
Oh, hideous conqueſt ! had thy ſword prevail'd, 
And crown?d the impious league againſt Mankind! 
Thou nurſe of great deſign, of lofty thought ! 
What homicide ! had thy inſenſate rage 
Effac'd * 4 leſſon thou haſt taught, 
And with thy pureſt blood inſerib'd on glory's page. 
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An! rather haſte to Concord's holy ſhrine, 
e rival nations ! haſte with joy elate ; 


Your blending garlands round her altar twine, 


| And bind the wounds of no immortal hate. 


Go, breathe reſponſive rituals o'er the ſod 
Where freedom's martyrs preſs an early grave ! 


Go, vow that never ſhall their turf be trod 
By the polluting ſtep of tyrant, or of ſlave ! 


ECO 


AnD from your ſhores the abject Vices chaſe, 
That low Ambition generous fouls diſdain, 
Corruption blaſting every moral grace, 


Servility that kneels to bleſs his chain. 
Oh Liberty ! thoſe demons far remove ; 


Come, nymph, ſeverely good, sublimely great ! 


Nor to the raptur'd hope of mortals prove 
Like thoſe illuſive dreams that paſs the iv'ry gate. 


ECO Ia 


New Age! that roll'st o'er man thy dawning year, 
Ah ! ſure all happy omens hail thy birth ; 
Sure whiter annals in thy train appear, 


And purer glory cheers the gladden'd earth. 


Like the young eagle when his ſtedfaſt glance 
Meets the full fun-beam in his upward flight, 


So Thou ſhalt with majeſtic ſtep advance, 
And fix thy dauntleſs eye on Liberty , and Light . 
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